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"People won't listen to bare words—got to suffer—got
to drench your words in blood	"
All day Pavel wandered about tired and gloomy and
strangely troubled, with burning eyes that seemed to be
searching for something. The mother noticed this.
"What's the matter, Pasha?" she asked warily.
"I've got a headache," he answered.
"Lie down and I'll call the doctor,"
"No, don't bother," he hastened to reply. Then he
added under his breath, "I'm too young and weak, that's
the trouble! They didn't believe me, didn't take up my
cause, which means I didn't know how to put it. I'm sick
and disgusted with myself."
She gazed into his brooding face and sought to comfort
him.
"Just wait a bit," she said softly. "What they didn't
understand today they will tomorrow."
"They've got to understand!" he exclaimed.
"Even I can see you're right."
Pavel went over to her.
"You're wonderful, mother," he said, and turned away.
She started up as though seared by his quiet words, then
pressed her hand to her heart, cherishing his tenderness,
and left him.
That night when she was already asleep and he was
lying in bed reading, the gendarmes came and began to
rummage angrily through the house, up in the attic and
out in, the garden. The yellow-faced officer acted just as he
had the first time—offensively sarcastic, taking pleasure in
jibes aimed at their very hearts. The mother sat silent in
a corner without taking her eyes off her son's face. He
tried not to betray his feelings, but his fingers twitched
when the officer laughed; she knew what it cost him to
keep still when the gendarme cracked his jokes. It was
not so frightening for her this time as it had been the first;
her hate for these grey, nocturnal visitors had grown, and
this hate consumed her fear,
"They'll take me," Pavel managed to whisper to her.

